
and acting Brigadier-General. There can be no 
doubt that, had his life been spared, he would ere 
long have been confirmed in the high rank 
which he thus filled practically at the time of his 
death. 

DEATH OF CAPT. TUTTLE.—We have been 
handed the following letter from Col. Love, of the 
116th, announcing the death of Capt. Tuttle: 

BATON ROGUE, LA., July 15th, 1863. 
D. N. Tuttle, Esq., Buffalo, N. Y.—M Dear Sir—It 
becomes my painful duty to communicate to you the 
death of your son David, Captain of Co. C, of my reg
iment. He fell July 13th, at Donaldsonville, while 
gallantly bringing off from the field a piece of artillery, 
which had been left by the men who had charge of it. 
His loss will be severely felt, not only by his company 
but by the ... 

David, although at times sick and unfit for duty, has 
when able performed his duties with alacrity and wil
lingness, and to the entire satisfaction of his superior 
officers, and was a brave soldier. Regimental business 
rendered it necessary for me to visit this place, so I 
brought the body here. The body goes from here to 
New Orleans in charge of Lieut. E. J. Cornell. The 
shipping of the body home is done on my responsibil-
ity, and I hope it will be acceptable to your wishes. I 
should be pleased to hear from you after the receipt of 
David's body. 

Respectfully yours, 
GEO. M. LOVE, 

Colonel Commanding 116th Regt. N. Y. S. V. 
IN MEMORY OF CAPT. TUTTLE.--Eagle Hose 

Company, on Tuesday, adopted the following in 
memory of their deceased comrade Capt. David 
W. Tuttle of the 116th Regiment N. Y. V., who 
died an heroic death upon the field of battle near 
Donaldsonville, La., on the 13th instant. 

Be it resolved, That inasmuch as the life our of es
teemed brother has been laid among the sacrifices up
on the altar of his country and ours, a part of the price 
to be paid for its redemption from treason, our country 
is by this made dearer to us, and we cherish it more for 
his lamented sake. 

That inasmuch as he has fallen among the innumera-
victims of a foul and infamous rebellion, his memory 
inspires in us new hatred of that monstrous crime, and 
in his name we dedicate ourselves anew its enemies 
irreconcileable. 

That if there can be consolation for the loss of such 
a friend and such a companion, we find it in the glo
rious manner of his death, and in the glorious name 
that he leaves, a proud inscription upon our rolls. 

That we commend this proud reflection to his bereav
ed parents and mourning kindred, whose affliction we 
can well understand. 

That in the death of Capt. David W. Tuttle, the com
pany has lost one of its warmest friends, whose great
est pride seemed to be in doing his duty. 

That the company will attend the funeral of our de
ceased brother, and that the apparatus of the company 
be draped in mourning. 

That a copy of these resolutions be transmitted to 
the family of the deceased, and that the same be pub
lished in the city papers. 

FROM THE 116TH.—We glean the following 
from letters received in the city from this Regiment 
within the last three days. On the 9th inst., they en
tered Fort Hudson under Capt. Higgins. Gen. Banks 
having learned that the rebels under Magruder, some 
10,000 strong, were advancing to the relief of Port 
Hudson, and were in considerable force at Donald-
sonville, on the west bank of the river below Baton 
Rouge, started an expedition the evening of the 9th 
very quietly by river for Donaldsonville. The 116th be
ing a part of the expedition. In passing Baton Rouge 
in the night, where Col. Love, Adjutant Dobbins, 
Lieut. Gray, and others, were wounded or sick in 
hospital, the band of the 116th struck up a well 

known favorite air, which aroused the brave Colonel 
from his slumbers. He could not stand it longer, but 
ordering his horse, mounted, was joined by Adjutant 
Dobbins, also on horse, and soon the two were on 
board a passing steamer and off for the field wherever 
it was to be found. The steamer being a fast one, ar
ived at Donaldsonville ahead of the fleet. What was 
the surprise of the Regiment when they saw their 
brave leader "on hand" again. The Rebels abandon
ed their works and fell back into the country, out of 
the reach of the gunboats. The 116th N. Y., 48th and 



49th Massachusetts were advanced on a recognoisance, 
and when about 3 1/2 miles out were suddenly met by 
the enemy in force, emerging from an immense corn-
field. The 48th and 49th Massachusetts fled, leaving 
the 116th subject to a heavy cross fire, which they 
stood for a while, and finally were ordered to fall 
back, which they did, in good order, suffering of 
course severely in the meantime. The rebels imme-
diately sent in a flag of truce and gave permission to 
remove the dead and wounded within their lines, 
which was done in a heavy rain storm. Next morn
ing, the 14th, there was not a rebel to be seen within 
ten miles of Donaldsonville. Col. Love was not able 
to take an active part in the fight. Capt. Tuttle, of 
Co. C, was killed. Adjutant Jno. R. Dobbins was in-
jured by being thrown from his horse, was picked up 
and placed upon a caisson, from which he again fell, 
being too weak and faint to keep his position. They 

managed to get him into Donaldsonville however, 
and on the 15th, both he and Col. Love were again in 
the hospital at Baton Rouge, doing well. 

The wounded were all removed to Baton Rouge. 
Capt. Cornell left Baton Rouge on the 15th, with the 
remains of the brave and lamented Capt. Tuttle, for 
New Orleans. 

We hope to be able to give a full list of the killed 
and wounded in our next issue. 

Let ter f rom the 116th—Intercepted 
Love Epist le . 

CAMP NIAGARA, Baton Rouge. La., May 7, 1863. 
EDITORS COMMERCIAL:—As I thought a fee 

words from the 116th would not be out of 
place, I drop you a few lines. We are still 
doing guard and picket duty in and around 
the city. The regiment is in its usual health. 
Through the management of our esteemed Sur
geon, we have as yet lost but few of our 
comrades. Sultry weather is just coming upon 
us, some days the thermometer ranging as high 
as 90. The dull monotony of camp life and 
picket duty forms our principal labor. The war 
in this department progresses slowly with oc-
casionally a victory. Perhaps if the Conscript 
Act does not produce a counter rebellion in the 
North, something may be done to save our glo-
rious Republic yet. We will hope for the best. 
We can submit patiently yet awhile longer if it 
will be the means of saving the Union. 

Who knows what the God of Freedom and 
Divine liberty has in store for us. "The dark
est hour is just before day," it is said. Perhaps 
this may be our ease. If we should meet with a 
series of victories about this time, it would 
change the aspect of things materially. It is ev
ident that some great event will disclose itself 
ere long, that will tell one way or the other. 

Enclosed I send you a love letter, which I ob-
tained of the 7th Illinois cavalry, of whose suc
cessful raid from Tennessee to Baton Rouge in 
16 days, you of course have had an account. 
They captured two trains of cars, one of which 
was a mail train. This letter I thought too 
good to keep, as it shows in what light the gent
ler sex of Dixie regard us "Yanks," as they term 
us. She has not yet learned "to love her en
emies." The bouquet spoken of, I did not ob
tain. It was simply an evergreen twig, with a 
rosebud attached. 

Yours, truly, 
O. B. JOHNSON, Co. A. 

THE LOVE LETTER. 
AT HOME, March 26th, '63. 

MY DEARLY BELOVED BILLIE— 

As evening is fast passing and twilight shades 
are beginning to spread their sad canopy over 
our troubled home, I can but express to you the 



deep, deep sorrow which now pervades my 
breast. Scarce a week has elapsed since I be
held my dear brother depart for the gloomy 
field of battle. Oh! my grief is uncontrollable, 
as you must know what an exalted place be 
holds in my heart. If I could cherish the fond 
hope of meeting him in Heaven, the stroke 
would not be so heavy. He was not a Chris-
tian at home, and now how many allurements 
are hourly thrown across his pathway! every 
vice which can be devised by man. God of 
Mercy, guide and protect my noble brother. I 
am not yet aware of their destination, but think 
perhaps at the Fort below Alexandria. It is 
rumored, and very probable true, that Gen. 
BANKS was forced to attack us, and also com-
pelled to accept a good thrashing. Is it no 
good news? FRANK ALLEN wrote to his 
lady, and confirms the above—so Mr. HATCHER 
has been telling me. Your kind and affection-
ate note by Mr. TOWNSEND was received a 
week or two since with unbounded delight, and 
indeed was MOST CORDIALLY greeted, particu-
larly as it came in the hour of trouble. 

You were denied a furlough. How is it pos
sible for such partiality to be exhibited? I 
know you applied early enough; then why 
refuse you? Oh! I have now despaired of 
ever meeting you, my BILLIE, whose noble 
figure is ever present to my heart, and whose 
loving smile can be seen through past years. 
Can I, MUST I reconcile myself to such a fate 
as I imagine will be mine. Still, Hope whis
pers sweet words of comfort, and says we'll 
meet again. Spring has at last come, arrayed 
in all its glory, and many appear gay, though 
such persons I deem heartless: for who can 
truly feel merry at this period? 

The prevailing opinion is that peace will soon 
be established between the two nations. I am 
unable to discover any grounds for such until 
LINCOLN'S administration is completed, though 
I would rather my prediction were false than 
otherwise. No good will be experienced by 
our foes for bringing so much distress upon us. 
Common sense should have taught them the 
utter impossibility of forcing this self-willed 
people to unite themselves with such a degraded 
race. God can never prosper the black crimes 
they are daily committing. When such deeds 
rush upon my memory, I could, without a feel
ing of remorse, see the last one of them "blotted 
out" from existence. 

Everything is dull and lonely now; all of our 
best men have left old Desoto, and we live quite 
a secluded life. I am sorry to mention that Sa
bine Parish has never furnished her number of 
volunteers, and at present the River Swamp is 
the home of many conscripts who are pilfering 
and stealing from the unprotected females.— 
Yes those whose husbands and sons have gone 
to fight, and if necessary die in defending their 
homes. Such an awful state of affairs; if I liv
ed in that portion of Louisiana, I would be cer-
tain to disown my residence. Several are at
tempting to bring everything right, in which I 
have no doubt they will succeed. 

Dearest BILLIE you must "try again" to ob-
tain a furlough if a short time, for I would be 
happy to converse with you only an hour. I 
will leave home in a few weeks for Texas to 
spend sometime with darling MAGGIE, my true 
and tried friend. I received a letter from her 



this evening, she has lost a kind affectionate 
mother, one whom I loved dearly, and who pro
fessed to return it deeply. 

Your sister, and indeed all your relatives were 
well when I last heard from them—which was 
yesterday. I have several other letters to write 
so my own beloved one farewell, with a prayer 
for your speedy return, 

I am still, your own, 
L. LEWIS. 

P. S. My Billie, I am contended in your 
love which I know is true. I would not envy 
a queen now, though I possess neither beauty, 
learning rare, nothing only a true loving heart, 
which is wholly your own. 

Yet none other would I be 
Since thou lovest me, 

Yours, LIZZIE. 
Accept this bouquet as a token of love and 

remembrance all with the emblems, which are 
as follows: Arborvitoe, unchanging; Flowering 
Almond, Hope; Rose-bud, Beauty ever new; 
Snow-drop, I am no summer friend. 

LIZZIE. 

BUFFALO COMMERCIAL ADVERTISER. 

F r i d a y Evening, June 5, 1863. 

L O C A L & MISCELLANEOUS. 

LETTER FROM CAPT. JOHN M. SIZER.—The 
following letter, written by Capt. John M. Sizer, formerly 
of this city, and now of the 116th, descriptive of the re
cent gallant fight, in which the regiment participated, 
will be read with more than usual interest by our citizens: 

BIVOUAC NEAR PORT HUDSON, May 22, 1863. 
All safe, dearest father and mother, though we had a 

good fight of an hour and a half yesterday. We started 
from Baton Rouge on the morning of the 20th and march
ed out about thirteen miles, and bivouaced on a most 
beautiful plain. After a good clean wash I went to bed. 
We started on the next morning and marched about five 
miles, when a rebel battery, stationed on a bridge, opened 
and ours answered. After some half hour's firing our 
forces advanced only about half a mile and there prepared 
to spend the night. We were just cutting our poles for 
the ponchos when a rebel battery again opened on our 
advance. We fell in, went over to the left, and while 
marching by the flank they opened on the 48th Mass., who 
turned and ran. Lieut. Nial, just after, said "Captain, 
they are flanking us." I immediately sent a Sergeant of 
Co. E to the Major, who never received the notice, as 
Gen. Auger was in advance, and I had just sent the Sergt 
when, bang, they came. The men dropped in the road 
and begin firing lively for about five minutes, when the 
Major rides directly in front, ordering to cease firing and 
charge. Charge it was, and missing were the enemy.— 
We went through the first skirt of woods, halted and 
blazed away. As soon as the men came up, the Major in 
front and mounted, again led us in for another quarter of 
a mile, when the rebel battery, driven to the rear, opened 
again, but too high. We lay there some time, and when 
nothing appeared to fire at, we lay quiet. Gen. Auger 
rode up and said everything a General could say for us.— 
Co. C was sent out to bring in the rebel wounded of which 
there was quite a number, as well as prisoners. I had but 
one in my company (and some 60 were engaged) who 
shirked at all. Two were wounded. Capt. Barnard sits 
beside me, writing home, as I am doing. Lieut. Dobbins, 
Acting Adjutant, never even dismounted during the en
gagement. 

But one commissioned officer of the regiment was 
wounded—2d Lieut. of Co. E, one of Col. Chapin's Aids, 
detailed a few days since. He received a bad wound in 
the leg. As the Major and Color Sergeant were in front, 
Orderly Weber was not in the rear, halloing and yelling 
to the men behind to come on, and on they did come. 

We returned to the place where they first opened on 
us and bivouaced for the night. After a good quart of 
coffee and a hard tack, I went up to see Col. Chapin, 
though it was late and I tired. 



THE 116TH IN ANOTHER FIGHT—CAPT. D. 

W. TUTTLE KILLED.—The Demokrat publishes 

an interesting correspondence from the 116th 
regiment, bearing date as late as the 14th inst. 
It appears that on the evening of the 9th, two 
days after the fall of Port Hudson, the regiment, 
with several others, and accompanied by some 
gunboats, embarked from its camp at Baton 
Rouge, to go to Donaldsonville. Gen. Weitzel 
had crossed the river before this with a force, in
tending to cut off the enemy's retreat. Informa
tion had been received that Magruder was at 
Donaldsonville with 10,000 men, designed for the 
relief of Port Hudson. On the 13th instant, be
tween 12 and 1 o'clock, the regiment was ordered 
to land in front of the enemy, and a sharp fight 
was soon in progress. That portion of the ene
my encountered by the brave 116th was soon 
forced to give way, but, just at this time, two 
Massachusetts regiments engaged in another part 
of the field shamefully took to flight. The ene
my then wheeled back upon the Buffalo boys, 
and subjected them to a deadly cross fire, under 
which they were forced to retire. The loss of 
the regiment is only partially given. The gal
lant Capt. D. W. Tuttle, we are pained to say, is 
reported killed, and Adjutant J. R. Dobbins 
wounded. No other commissioned officers are 
among the fallen. The loss in Company H is as 
follows: 

Sergeant Edwin Berry (acting Sergeant Major) killed. 
Private Joseph Roff. killed. 
Corporal Rupprecht, severely wounded in right 

thigh. 
Private Wm. Lathrop, severely wounded—left knee 

shattered. 
Private Chas. Behlender, severely wounded in right 

arm. 
A number of the wounded are at Baton 

Rouge and doing well. Before the fight the 
regiment could muster 460 to 480 men for active 
service. Two men had died and twenty-two 
been wounded since the 27th of May. Major 
Love had not quite recovered from his wound, 
and several other officers were sick at Baton 
Rouge. 

The news of Captain Tuttle's death will be re
ceived with the deepest sorrow in this city. He 
was a model of a young American soldier. Join-
ing the 21st Regiment as a private, he rapidly 
won advancement as well, as the respect of his 
officers and comrades. When the organization 
of the 116th was begun, he was home on account 
of sickness, but nevertheless a captaincy was im-
mediately tendered him. He did as much as 
any man to raise the regiment, and he has been 
with it in all its toils and dangers from the day 
of its organization to the day of his death. No 
braver man ever led a company; no truer soldier 
and patriot ever gave his life for his country. 
Captain Tuttle was a member of Eagle Hose 2. 
He was the son of Mr. D. N. Tuttle, of this city, 
and, we learn, only twenty-three years of age. 

MORNING EXPRESS. 
From the 116th Regiment. 

Camp N..., Baton Rouge, La., 
... 8, 1863. 

D E A R EXPRESS—The ... full of agita-



tion and busy preparations are being made 
for some undivulged purpose. Since the ar
rival of the two Illinois cavalry regiments 
from Gen. Grant's army, startling events fol
low one after the other in rapid succession 
and it seems that important work is to be 
done in a short time in this department. 
First, the arrival of those gallant Western 
boys created a good deal of sensation. They 
came into town Saturday afternoon, the 2d of 
May, having come from La Grange, Tennes-
see, cutting their way through the enemy's 
country more than five hundred miles, al
ways surrounded by a formidable number of 
Southerners, sometimes defeating them, and 
sometimes avoiding a superior force by a 
circuitous route. They fought in more than 
20 skirmishes, captured over 1,500 prisoners, 
whom they paroled, destroyed over 30 miles 
of railroad track, intercepted five big trains 
loaded with ammunition, which they destroy-

ed, and seized five secesh mail bags. 

Their last encounter they had about nine 
miles from here on the Port Hudson road. 
Late in the night they fell in with & consider
able force of rebels quietly encamped, and 
thinking on anything else but an attack. 
First they captured the few pickets, and then 
made a furious attack upon the middle of the 
camp. The southern chivalry, aroused from 
their sweet repose, skedaddled in utter stupe
faction, with fluttering shirts, into the adja
cent swamps, leaving behind even their pan
taloons. The brave Illinoisians captured 
some cannon, all their arms, ammunition, 
tents, provisions, in short, all. 

I have heard that they will be ready in a 
few days to cross the Mississippi and then go 
back to Grant's army. The secesh letters 
shown to me by some of the boys, are full of 
complaints and lamentations about the hard 
times, stating that flour cost about $150 a 
barrel, bacon and pork from 75 cents to $1 a 
pound, and so on. They all cry for peace, 
and bread; and I am sure the most formid
ble enemy to rebeldom is General Starvation. 
Their last resources, via Texas and Red 
River, are lost, and the end of this deadly 
struggle is nearer than many suppose. 

For some days the gunboats have been pre-
paring for action. Yesterday night they left 
with the mortar boats, and at this moment 
the air rings with the heaviest canonading I 
ever heard. Without interruption the firing 
is going on so brisk, that I presume both 
parties must be in a very close engagement. 
I have heard that five monitors have passed 
the bar of the Mississippi, and are steaming 
up the river, to participate in the fight. I 
hope that Port Hudson's fate is sealed, and 
that the stars and stripes will soon float over 
its breastworks. 

Lieut. Sommer returned to Buffalo about a 
month ago. About 17 days ago Charles 
Schattze, one of the recruits brought here by 
Lt. Sommer, died in his tent. He was found 
dead in the morning. A few days ago we 
were visited by some gentlemen from Buffalo, 
now officers of new regiments of colored 
soldiers. 

In a very short time I hope to be able to 
send you more news and better. 

VOLUNTEER. 


